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When a woman is young does she pause to weep because her
"heart is caught by a fortuitous memory ?
And so in her tears she fell asleep, hiding her tear-stained
face in her hands, pressing her wet and swollen cheek
against her crumpled kerchief.
1 More strongly blew the wind, bending westward the
crowns of the poplars and willows. The pallid trunk of the
aspen swayed, wrapped in a white, seething whirlwind of
tossing leaves. The wind fell, dropped to the full-flowering
bush of eglantine under which Aksinia was sleeping; and
then, like a startled flock of green birds, the leaves flew up
with an anxious rustle, sending the rosy, feathery petals
flying. Sprinkled with the fading petals of the eglantine,
Aksinia slept and heard neither the sullen noises of the
forest, nor the renewed firing beyond the Don ; nor did she
feel the sun in the zenith burning her uncovered head. She
awoke when she heard human speech and a horse snorting
above her, and hurriedly sat up.
Beside her stood a young white-moustached and white-
toothed cossack, holding his saddled, white-nosed horse by
the rein. He was smiling broadly, shrugging his shoulders
and dancing, and in a rather hoarse but pleasant tenor voice
was singing the words of a gay song :
" / have fallen and I he
Looking round me with one eye.
Look this way,
Look that way,
No one to help, ah, well-a-day.
Then I turned my head to look back,
And behind me stood a cossack."
ft I can get up without help/' Aksinia smiled and nimbly
jumped up, tidying her crumpled skirt.
" You needn't get upset, my dear ! Did your legs refuse
to serve you, or did you just feel lazy ? " the merry cossack
greeted her.
" I was tired out with sleep," she answered, a little
abashed.
" Going to Vieshenska ? "
" Yes."
" Would you like me to take you there ? "